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BLACK K GILES, &c. 


Ty THINK my readers got fo well 
acquainted laft week with Black 
Giles the Poacher, that they will not 
~~ fexpect, this week, to hear any great 


good, either of Giles himfelf, his wife 
Rachel, or any of their family. I 
am forry to expofe their tricks, 
but it is their fault, not mine. 
If I pretend to fpeak about 
people at all, I muft tell the truth. I 
am fure, if folks would but turn about 
jand mend, it would be a thouland 
m@times pleafanter to me to write their 
hiftories ; for it is no comfort to tell 
of any: body’s faults. If the world 
Q 2 





would but grow good, I fhould be 
glad enough to tell of it; but till it 
really becomes fo, I muft go on 
defcribing it as it is; otherwife, I 
fhould only miflead my readers, in- 
{tead of inftru@ting them. It is the 
duty of a faithful hiftorian to relate 
the evil with the good. 


As to Giles and his boys, I am 
fure old Widow Brown has good 
reafon to remember their dexterity. 
Poor Woman! fhe had a fine little 
bed of onions, in her neat and well 
kept garden ; fhe was very fond of 
her onions, and many a rheumatifm 
has fhe caught by kneeling down to 
weed them in a damp day, notwith- 
ftanding the little flannel cloak and 
the bit of an old mat which Madam 
Wilfon gave her, becaufe the -old 
svoman would needs weed in wet 
weather, Her onions fhe always 
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carefully treafured up for her ‘wine 


ter’s flore; for an onion makes a 4 
little broth very relifhing, arid is in- J 
deed the only favoury thing poor 
people are ufed to get. She had alfo 
a {mall orchard, containing abouta 
dozen ‘apple-trees, with Which in a % 
good year fhe has been known to 
make a couple of barrels of cider, 


which fhe fold to her landlord. towards 
paying her rent, befides having a lit- @ 


tle keg which fhe was able to keep’ 
back for her own drinking. Well ! 
would you believe it, Giles and his 
boys marked both onions and app 

for their own; indeed, a man W 

{tole fo many rabbits from the walten, 
was likely enough to fleal onions for 
Jauce. One day, when the widow — 
was abroad on alittle bufinefs, Giles ~ 
and his boys made a clear riddance 
of the onion bed; and when they had 
pulled up every fingle onion, they then - 
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fence at the other end. 


— @hing fo forlorn and helplefs in their 
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turned a couple of pigs into the gar. 
den, allured by the imell, tore up the] vr 
bed in fuch manner, that the widow, 
when fhe came home, had not the 
leaft doubt but the pigs had been the 
thieves. ‘To confirm this opinion, 
they took care to leave the little 
hatch half open at one end of the 
garden, and to break down a bit ofa 


I wonder how any body can 4nd 
in his heart not to pity and refpect 
poor old widows! ‘There is fome- 





condition, that methinks it is a call 


er Every body, men, women, and py 
children, to do them all the kind J ©, 
fervices that fall in their way. Sure- 
ly their having no one to take their & 
part, is an additional reafon for kind- § pir 
hearted people not to hurt and opprefs 5 ei 


them, But it was this very reafon 
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hich led Giles to do this woman an 
urt. 
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| It happened unluckily for this poor 
widow that her cottage fitood quite 
alone. On feveral mornings together 
for roguery gets up much earlier than 
nduftry) Giles and his boys ftole re- 
gularly mto her orchard, followed by 
their Jack-affes. She was fo deaf 
that fhe could not hear the affes if 
they had brayed ever fo loud, and to 
this. Giles trufted ; for he was very 
cautious in his rogueries ; dince he 
could not otherwife have contrived 
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WY 
‘all to keep out of prifon ; for though he 
and fg Was almoift always fufpected, he had 





feldom been taken up, and never con- 
victed. ‘The boys ufed to fill their 
bags, load their affes, and then march 
eff; and if in their way to the town 
where the apples were to be fold, 
they chanced to pafs by one of their 
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heighbours. who might be likely i 
fiufoee them, they then all at onc 
began to feream out, “ buy m 
coal !—buy my fand |” 
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Befides the trees in her orchard, 
poor widow Brown had in her {mal 
garden one  Apple-tree — particu 
larly fine; it was a Redftreak, fo 
tempting and io lovely, that Giles’s 
family had watched it with longing 
eyes, till at laft they refolved on a 
plan for carrying off all this fine fruit 


U 
hat 
he f 
hey 


in their bags. But it wasa nice point" 
to manage. The Tree ftood direttly| a 
under her chamber-window, fo that ¥f | 
there was fome danger that fhe might ne 
fpy them at the work. They there- ng 
fore determined to wait till the next "* 
Sunday morning, when they knew fhe Ay 
would not fail to be at church... Sun- ube 


day came, and during fervice Giles @, .. 





C @.) 
attended. It was a lone houfe, as I 
aid before, and the reft of the parifh 
ere fafe at church. In a trice the 
ree was cleared, the bags were filled, 
he affes were whipt, the thieves were 
»ff, the coaft was clear, and all was 


afe and quiet by the time the fermon 
as over. 


Unluckily, however, it happened, 
hat this tree was fo beautiful, and 
he fruit fo fine, that the people,’ as 


hey ufed to pafs to and from church, 
vere very apt to ftop and admire Wi- 
ow Brown’s Redftreak; and f6me of 
he farmers rather envied her that in 
hat fcearce feaion, when they hardly 
xpeCted to. make a pye out of a large 
rchard, fhe was likely to make cider 
rom a fingle tree, I am afraid, in- 
leed, if I muft {peak out, fhe herfelf 
rather fet her heart too much upon 
his tree, and had felt as much pride 
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as gratitude to a good providence for 
it; but this failing of her’s was no 
excufe for Giles. The covetoufnefs 
of this thief had for once got the bet-§ 
ter of his caution; the tree was toof 
completely ftripped, though the young-@ 
eft boy Dick did beg hard that his fa-§ 
ther would leave the poor old woman§ 
enough for a few dumplings, and when] 
Giles ordered Dick in his turn to fhake 
the tree, the boy did it fo gently that 
hardly any apples fell, for which he got 


a good fhake of the ftick with which ‘ 


the old man was beating down the ap- 
ples. 

The neighbours on their return 
from church ftopped as ufual, but it 
was—not, alas! to admire the apples, 
for apples there was none left, but to 
lameut the robbery, and confole the 
widow; mean time the Redftreaks 
were fatfely lodged in Giles’s hovel un- 
der a few bundles of hay which he 





e fo; 
$ no 
fnefs 


bet- 
- tool 
ung-§ 
is fa-§ 
mang 
vhen} 


hake 
that 


> got 


hich} 


v ap: 


turn 
ut it 
ples, 
1t to 

the 
eaks 
un- 
n he 


(ag 


§ had contrived to pull from the farmers 


mow the night before, for the ufe of 
his jack affes. Such a ftir, however, 
began to be made about the widow’s 
apple-tree, that Giles, who knew how 


‘much his character laid him open to 


fufpicion, as foon as he faw the peo- 
ple fafe in church again in the after- 
noon, ordered-his.boys to carry each 
a hatful of the apples and thruft them 
in at a little calement window which 
happened to be open in the houfe of 


# Samuel Price, a-very honeft carpenter 


in that parifh, who was at church with 
his whole family. Giles’s plan, by 
this contrivance, was to lay the theft 
on Price’s fons in cafe the thing fhould 
come to be further enquired into. 
Here Dick put in a word, and begged 
and prayed his father not to force 
them to carry the apples to Price’s. 
But all that he got by his begging 
was fych a knock as had nearlv laid 
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him on theearth. ‘“ What, you cow. 
ardly rafcal,” faid Giles, ‘“ you will 
go and peach I fuppofe, and get your 
father fent to goal.” 


Poor widow Brown, though her 
trouble had made her {till weaker 
than fhe was, went to church again 
m the afternoon; indeed the rightly 
thought that trouble was a new rea- 
fon why fhe ought to go. During 


the fervice fhe tried with all her might § 


not to think of her Redftreaks, and 
whenever they would come into her 
head fhe took up her prayer book di- 
rectly, and fo fhe e forgot them a little, 
and indeed fhe found herfelf much ea: 
fier when fhe came out of the church 
than when fhe went in. Now it hap- 
pened oddly enough, that on that Sun- 
day, of all the Sundays in, the year, 
fhe, fhould call in to reft a little at 
Samuel Price’s, to tell‘over again the 
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cow. ' 
will famentable ftory of the apples, and 
your feo confult with him how the. thief 


night be brought to juftice. But, O 
‘eader! guefs if you can, for I am 
ure I cannot tell you, ‘what was her 
lurprize, when on going into Samuel 
Price’s kitchen fhe faw her own Red- 
{treaks lying in the window! ‘The ap- 
ples were of a fort too remarkable 
or colour, fhape, and fize to be mifta- 
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ring 
ight geken. There was not fuch another 
and f™tree in the parilh. Widow Brown im- 


mmediately {creamed out, “ lafs-a-day! 
as fure as can be here are my Red- 
{treaks; I could {wear to them in any ° 
court.” Samuel Price, who believed 
his fons to be as honeft as himfelf, 
was fhocked and troubled at the fight. 
He knew he had no Redftreaks of his 
own; he knew there were no apples 
in the window when he wentto church. 
He did verily believe them to be the 
widow’s. But how they came there 
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he could not poffibly guefs. He call. 
ed for Tom, the only one of his fons 
who now lived at home. Tom was 
at the Sunday {chool, which he had 
never once mified fince Mr. Wilfon 
the Minifter had fet one up in the 


parifh, Was fuch a boy likely to ther 
do fuch a deed? on 


A crowd was by this time got a.fj you 
bout Price’s door, among which “ 3 
was Giles and his boys, who had al. ich 
ready taken care to fpread the news {aw 
that Tom Price was the thief. Moft day 
people were unwilling to believe it, @ 
His character was very good, but @ UP 
appearances were ftrongly againft jou 
him. Mr. Wilfon, who had ftaid to & i 
chriften a child, now came in. He le! 
was much concerned that Tom Price, fa: 
the beft boy in his {chool, fhould ftand fo 
accufed of fuch a crime. He fent th 
for the boy, examined, and crofs ex- th 
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oe ae 
amined him. No marks of guilt 
appeared. But ftill though he plead- 
ed not guilty, there lay the Redftreaks 
in his father’s window. All the idle 
fellows in the place, who were 
likely to have committed fuch a theft 


ithemfelves, fell with great vengeance 
on poor Tom: ‘The wicked feldom 


give any quarter. “This is one of § 


your fanctified ones!” cried they. 
“ This was all the good that Sunday 
{chools did! for their parts they never 
{aw any good come by religion. Sun- 
day was the only day for a little paf- 
|} time, andif poor boys muft be fhut 
up with their godly books when they 
ought to be out taking a little pleafure, | 
it was no wonder they made them- | 
iélves amends by fuch tricks. Another 
faid, he fhould like to fee parfon Wil 
{fon’s righteous one well whipped. A 
third hoped he would be clapped in | 
the ftocks for a young hypocrite as she | 
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}. their jack-affes laden with their ftolen 
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was, while old Giles, who thought tqife 
avoid fufpicion by being more violent 
than the reft, declared, “ that he hoje 


ped the young dog would be tran{por ave 
ted for life.” nit 



















Mr. Wilfon was too wife and too juli Gi 
to proceed again{ft Tom without fulljport 
proof. He declared the crime was aj@hile 


very heavy one, and he feared thatj™t th 
heavy muftbe the punifhment. Tom, hip 
wha knew his own innocence, earneft-(geatt. 
ly prayed to Gop that it- might bejJour 
_ made to appear as clear as the noon-™ t¢ 


_ day, and very fervent were his fecret fis } 


devotions on that night. 


| . Black Giles paffed his night in a 
|| very different manner, He {fet off as 
- foon as it was dark with his fons and 


_ goods. As fuch a cry was raifed a- ip" 
} bout the apples he did not think it jv‘ 
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fe to keep them longer at home, 
it refolved to go and. fell them at 
e next town; borrowing without 
ave a lame colt out of the moor to 


nit ifi carrying off his booty. 


Giles and his eldeft fons had rare 
ort all the way in thinking, that 
hile they were enjoying the proft 

their plunder, T’om Price would be 
hipped round the market place at 
aft, if not fent beyondfea. Butthe 
ounger boy Dick, who had naturally 
tender heart, though hardened by 
is long familiarity with fin, could not 
elp crying when he thought that 
om Price might perhaps be tranfpor- 
dfor a crime which he himfelf had 
elped to commit. He had had no 
ompunction about the robbery, for 
e had not been inftruéted in the great 
principles of truth and juftice. Nor 
vould he therefore, perhaps have had 
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much remorfe about accufing an inno, 
cent boy. But though utterly devoid 
of principle he had fome remains of 
natural feeling and of gratitude. Tom 
Price had often given him a bit of his 
own bread and cheefe ; and once, when 
Dick. was like to be drowned, Tom 
had jumped into the pond with his 
cloaths on, and faved his life when 
he was juft finking: the remembrance 
of all this made his heart heavy. He 
aid nothing: as he trotted bare foot 
after the affes, he heard his father 

_ and brothers laugh at having outwitted 
the godly ones; and he grieved to 
think how poor Tom would fuffer for 
his wickednels, yet fear kept him fi. 
lent; they called him fulky dog, and 
lafhed the affes till they bled. 





In the mean time Tom Price 
kept.up his {pirits as well as_ he 
could. He worked hard allday, and 
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prayed heartily night and morning. | 
“Tt is true,” faid he to himfelf, “1 

am not guilty of this fin; but let 
this accufation fet me on examining ¥ 
myfelf, and truly repenting of all my @ 
other fins, for I find enough to repent | 

of, though I thank God I did not fteal | 


thofe apples,” 





At length Sunday came, ‘Tom 
went to {fchool as ufual. As foon as 
he walked in there was a deal of 
whifpering and laughing among the. | 
wortt of the boys; and he over heard 
them fay, ** Who would have thought 
it? This is mafter’s favourite! This is | 
Parfon Wilfon’s fober ‘Tommy? We } 
fhan’t have Tommy thrown in our | 
teeth again if we go to geta birds nell, | 
or gather a few nuts of a Sunday.” 
“ Your demure ones are always hy- | 
pocrites,”’ fays another. “ The full 


low fucks all the milk,” fays a third, 





t his life. 
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_ Giles’s family had always kept 
_ clear of the fchool. Dick indeed had 
® iometimes wifhed to go, not that he 
had much fenfe of fin, or defire after 
+ goodnefs, but he thought if he could 
once read, he might rife in the world, 
| and not be forced to drive afles all 
Through this whole Satur- 
| day night he could not fleep. He 
| longed to know what would be done 
} to ‘Tom. _ He wilhed to go to {fchool, 
| but he had not courage; fin is very 
cowardly ; fo on the Sunday morning 
he went and fat himfelf down under 
the church wall. Mr. Wilfon pafled 
| by. It was not his way to reject the 
' moft wicked, till he had tried every 
| means te bring them over, and even 
| then he pitied aud prayed for, them. 
| He had indeed long left off talking to 
| Giles’s fons ; but feeing Dick fitting 
| by himfelf he once more fpoke to him, 
} to leave off his vagabond life, and 
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eo with him into the fchool. The 
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poy hung down his head, but made 
o anfwer. He did not hgwrelves ei- 
her rife up and run away, or look 
uld fulky, as he ufed todo. The Minif- 
Id, Hier defired him once more. “ Sir,” 
all faid the boy, * I can’t go; Iam fo 
Ur- Bibirs I am afhamed.” “ The bigger 
He Byou are the lefs time you haveto 
me Bole.” “% But, Sir, I can’t read” 
ol, J Then it is high time you fhould 
jearn.”? ‘* I fhould be afhamed to be- 
gin to learn my letters.” “ The fhame 
is not in beginning to learn them, 
but in being contented never to know 
them.” “ But, Sir, I am fo ragged!” 
od looks at the heart and not at the 
oat. But, Sir, I have no fhoes 
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mM. Gand ftockings.” ‘ So much the worfe. 

to fl remember who gave you both,” 
ng (here Dick coloured.) “ It is bad to 
” vant fhoes and ftockings, but ftill if 
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you can drive your afles a dozen miles 
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without them, you may certainly 
walk to {chool without them.” “ But, 
Sir, the good boys will hate me, and 
won’t {peak ta me.” Good boys hate 
nobody, and as to not {peaking to you, 
to be fure they will not keep you 
company while you go on in your 
prefent evil courfes; but as foon as 
they fee you wifh to reform, they will 
help you, and pity you, and teach 
you, and fo come along,” Here Mr. 
Wilfon took this dirty boy by the 
_ hand, and gently pulled him forward, 
kindly talking to him all the way. 


How the whole fchoo] ftared to feé 
Dick Giles come in! no one however 
dared to fay what he thought. ‘The 
bufinefs went cn, and Dick flunk into 
a corner, partly to hide his rags and 
partly to hide his fin; for laft Sunday’s 
tranfaction fat heavy at his heart, not 
becaufe he had ftolen the apples, but 
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becaufe Tom Price had been accufed. 
This I fay, made him flink behind. 
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Poor boy! he little thought there 
was One faw him who fees all things, 
and from whofe eye no. hole nor cor- 
ner can hide the finner. 


It was the cuftom in that fchool for 
the mafter who was a good and ‘i 
man, to mark down in his pocket book 
all the events of the week, that he 
might turn them to fome account in 
his Sunday evening inftruétions, fuch 
as any ufeful ftory in the newfpaper, 
any account of boys being drowned 
as they were out jn a pleafure boat 
on Sundays; any fudden death in 
the parifh, or any other remarkable 
vilitation of Providence, infomuch, 
that many young people in the place, 
who did not belong to the f{chool, and 
many parents alfo, ufed to drop in 
for an hour on a Sunday evening, 
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when they were fure to hear fome- 
thing profitable. ‘The Minifter great- 
ly approved this prattice, and often 
called in himfelf, which was a great 
fupport to the mafter, and encourage- 
ment to the people. 


The mafter had taken a deep con- 
cern in the ftory of widow Brown’s 
apple-tree. He could not believe 
‘Tom Price was guilty,-nor dared he 
pronouiice him innocent; but he re- 


folved to turn the inftructions of the 
prefent evening to this fubjeGl. He 
began thus; “ My dear boys, how- 
ever light fome of you may make of 
robbing an orchard, yet I have often 
told you there is no fuch thing as 
a little fin, it it be wilful or habitual. 
I with now to explainto you alfo that 
there is hardly fuch a thing as a sin- 
gle folitary fin. You know I teach 
you not merely to repeat the com- 
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mandments as an exercife for your 
memory, but as a rule for your ¢on- 
duct. Ifyou came here only to learn 
to read and fpell on a Sunday, I fhould 
think that was not employing God’s 
day for God’s work ; but I teach you, 
to read that you may by this means 
come to underftand the Bible and 
Catechifm, as to make every text In 
the one, and every queftion and 
anfwer in the other, to be fo fixed in 
your hearts, that they may bring 
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2 re- Bforth the fruits of good living by it. 
the 

He Master. How many commandments D 
1OW- Bare there. si 
4: of Boy. ‘Ten. | 
tten Master. How many did that boy | 
y aS Bbreak who ftole the widow Brown’s | 
tual. apples? } 
that Hey. Only one, Matter. ‘The eighth. 

Sin- 





Master. What is the eighth? 
Moy. Thou thalt not fleal, 
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Master. And you are very fure that 
this was the only one he broke? Now 
-fuppofe I could prove to you that he 
probably broke not lefs than fix out of 
thofe ten commandments, which the 
great Lord of heaven himfelf ftooped 
down from his eternal glory to deliver 
to men; would you not then think 
it a terrible thing to fteal, whether ap- 
ples or guineas? 

Boy. Yes, Matter. 

Master. Iwill put the cafe. Some 
wicked boy has robbed widow Brown’s 
orchard. (Here the eyes of every 
one were turned on poor ‘Tom Price, 
except thofe of Dick Giles, who fixed 
hison the ground.) I accufe no one, 
continued the mafter, Tom Price is a 
good boy, and was not miffing at the 
time of the robbery; thefe are two 
reafons why I prefume he is _inno- 
cent; but whoever it was, you als 
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low that by ftealing thofe apples he 
broke the eighth commandment, 


Boy. Yes, Mafter. 

Master. On what day were thefe 
apples ftolen? 

Boy. On Sunday. 

Master. What is the fourth com- 
mandment ? 

Boy. Thou fhalt keep holy the 
Sabbath Day. 

Master. Does that perfon keep ho- 
ly the Sabbath Day who loiters in an 


orchard on Sunday,. when he fhould ° § 


be at church, and fteals apples when 
he ought to be faying his prayers? 

Boy. No, matter. 

Master. What command does he 
break? | 

Boy. ‘The fourth. 

Master. Suppofe this boy had pa- 
rents who had fent him to church, 


and that he had difobeyed them by 
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not going, would that be keeping the 
fifth commandment? 

Boy. No, mafter; for the fifth 
commandment fays, thou fhalt donor 
thy father and thy mother. 

This was the only part of the cafe 
in which poor Dick Gile’s heart did 
not {mite him; for he knew that he 
had difobeyed no father; for his fa- 
ther, alas! was ftill wickeder than 
himfelf, and had brought him to com- 
mit the fin, But what a wretched 
comfort was this! The mafter went on. 

Master. Suppofe this boy earneft- 
ly coveted this fruit, though it be- 
longed to another perfon, would 
that be right? 

Boy. No, mafter; for the tenth 
commandment fays, Ybow sbalt not 
covet. 

Master. Very Well. lere are 
four of God’s pofitive commands 
already broken. Now do you think 
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thieves ever fcruple to ule wicked 
words ? 

Boy. I am afraid not, mafter. 

Here Dick Giles was not fo har- 
dened but that he remembered how 
many curfes had pafled, between 
him and his fahter while they were 
filling the bags, and he was afraid 
to look up. The mafter went on. 


“JT will now gé one ftep further: 
If the thief, to all his other fins has 
added that of. aceufing the innocent 
if he fhould break 
the ninth commandment, by Jdearing 
alse witness against a barmless neigh- 
bour, SIX COMMANDMENTS ARE BRO- 
KEN FOR AN AppLe! But if it be 
otherwife, if Tom Price fhould be 
found guilty, ‘tis not his good cha- 
racter fhall fave -him. I fhall fhed 
tears over him but punith him f 
mult.” No that you fhan’t,” roars 
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ed but Dick Giles, who fprung from| 
his hiding place, fell on his knees, 
and burit out acrying, “ ‘Tom Priceff. 
is as good a boy as ever lived; it was 
father and I ftole the apples !” 


It would have done your heart 
good to have feen the joy of the 
mafter, the modeft blufhes of Tom 
Price, and the fatisfaction of every 
honeft boy in the fchool. All fhookf 
hands with ‘Tom, and even Dick gotff; 
fome portion of pity. I with I had 
room te give my readers the moving 
exhortation which the matter gave, 
But while Mr. Wilfon left the guilty 
boy to the management of the matter, 
he thought it became him, as a Mi- 
nifter and a Magiftrate, to go to the 
extent of the law in punithing the 
father. Early on the Monday morn- 
mg he fent to apprehend Giles; in 
the mean time Mr. Wilfon was fen 
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for to a gardener's houfe two miles 
Jiftant, to attend a man who was dy- 
ing. ‘This was a duty to which all 
other’s gave way in his mind. He 
fet out directly, but what was his 
furprize on his arrival to fee, on: 
a little bed on the floor, poaching 
Giles lying in all the agonies of 
death ! Jack Wefton, the fame poor 
young man againft whom Giles had 
informed for killing a hare, was kneel- 
ing by him, offering him fome broth, 
and talking to him in the kindeft 
manner, Mr. Wilfon begged to know 
the meaning of all this, and Jack Wef- 
ton {poke as follows. 


* At four this morning, as F was 
going out to mow, pafling under the 
high wall of this garden I heard a 
moft difmal moaning. ‘The nearer 
I came the more difmal it grew. At 
lait, who fhould I fee but poor Giles 
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groaning, and ftruggling under 3 
quantity of bricks and ftones, but 
not able to ftir. ‘The day before he 
had marked a fine large net on this 
old wall, and refolved to fteal it, for 
he thought it might do as well t 
catch patridges as to preferve cher. 
ties; fo, Sir, flanding on the very 
top of this wall, and tugging to loofen 
the net from the hooks which faftened 
it, down came Giles, net, wall andg | 
all, for the wall was gone to decay. “= 
| ae W 
It was very high indeed, and poor a 
Giles not only broke his thigh, but Bee 
has got a terrible blow on his brain, Ff .,, 
and is bruifed all over like a mum-f 
my. On feeing me, Sir, poor Gilesf 4, 
cried out, “oh Jack! I did try toru-§ , 





akes 


r’S 







{ca 
my 1 
vhicl 
ut C 
p, b 
ad | 
im 

rou, 


raid 3 


: ; ‘ - BRo hi 
in thee by lodging that information, age 
and now thou wilt be revenged by | ve 


letting me lie here and_perifh: ” fy. . 
God forbid, Giles, cried I: thou fhalt F ~ 


you 
feé what fort of révenge a ChriftianF 


ler 4 
» but 
re he 
1 this 
it, for 
=I] to 
cher. 
very 
oofen 
tened 
| and 
ecay. 
poor 
. but 
rain, 
num- 
Giles: 
oO ru- 
tion, 


akes. So, Sir, I fent off the gardens 
r’s boy to fetch a furgeon, while. 
fcampered home, and brought on 
y back this bit of a hammock, 
vhich is indeed my own bed, and. 
ut Giles upon it, we then lifted him 
p, bed and all, as tenderly as if he. 
ad been a gentleman, and brought. 
im .in here. My. wife. has juft 
rought. him a cup. of nice broth, 
mid now, Sir, as I have done. what 
could for his poor perifhing body, 


t was I who took the liberty to fend 
or you to come to try to help his 
oor foul, for. the Degtor. fays he 


can’t live. ” 


Mr. Wilfon could not help faying. 
0 himfelf, “ Such an action as_ this 
is worth a whole volume of com- 
ments on that precept of our blefled 
Matter, § Do. good to them that hate 
you.” Giles dying groans con; 
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firmed the fad account Wefton ha 
juft given. The poor wretch coul 


neither pray himfelf, nor attend 1 
the Minifter. He could--only c 
out, “Oh, Sir, what will become « 
me? I don’t know how to repen 
Oh my poor wicked children! Si 
I have bred them all up in fin an 
ignorance. Have mercy on then 
Sir; let me not meet them in the 
place of torment to which I am go. 
ing.” He languifhed a few days 
and died in great mifery. 





Except the Minifter and Jack 
Weiton, none came to fee poor Giles 
belides Tommy Price, who hat 
been fo fadly wronged by him 


‘Tom often brought him his own rice 


milk or apple dumpling, and Ciles 
ignorant and depraved as he was 
often cried out, that he thought now 
there muft be fome truth in religion 
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fince it taught even a boy to deny 
bimself, and to forgive an injury,— 
Mr. Wilfon the next Sunday made 
a moving difcourfe on the danger of 
what are called. “ petty offences.” 
This, together with the awful death 
of Giles, produced fuch an effedt, 
that no poacher has been. able to 
ihew his head in that parifh ever 
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pc Next week will be publifh’d The Hiltory of 
Tawny Rachel the fortune teller:—Black Giles’s 
wife, 
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fis AWNY Rachel was the wife of 

poaching Giles. There feemed — 
to be a confpiracy in Giles’s whole 
family to maintain ‘themfelves by 
tricks and pilfering. Regular la- 
bour and honeft induftry did not fuit 
their idle habits. They had a fort of 
genius at finding out every unlaw- 
ful means to fupport a vagabond life. 
Rachel travelled the country with a 
bafket on her arm. She pretended 
to get her bread by felling laces, | 
cabbage nets, ballads and* hiftory 
books, and to buy old rags and rab- 
bit fkins. Many honeft people trade 
KR’ 2 32 








